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Rung so hard that I thought they would pull down the
Steeple,                                                             6
So I took out my Purse, as I hate to be shabby,
And paid all the Men when they came from the Abbey;
Yet some think it strange they should make such a
Riot
In a Place where sick Folk would be glad to be quiet;
But I hear 'tis the Business of this Corporation          11
To welcome in all the Great Men of the Nation,
For you know there is nothing diverts or employs
The minds of Great people like making a Noise:
So with bells they contrive all as much as they can    15
To tell the Arrival of any such Man.
If a Broker, or Statesman, a Gamester, or Peer,
A nat'raliz'd Jew, or a Bishop comes here,
Or an eminent Trader in Cheese should retire
Just to think of the Business the State may require,    20
With Horns and with Trumpets, with Fiddles and
Drums,
They'll strive to divert him as soon as he comes.
3Tis amazing they find such a Number of Ways
Of employing his Thoughts all the Time that he stays!
If by chance the Great Man at his Lodging alone is,   25
He may view from his Window the Colliers' Ponies
On both the Parades, where they tumble and kick,
To the great Entertainment of those that are sick:
What a number of Turnspits and Builders he'll find
For relaxing his Cares, and unbending his Mind,      30
While Notes of sweet Music contend with the Cries
Of'fine potted Laver, fresh Oysters, and Pies!
And Music's a Thing I shall truly revere,
Since the City-Musicians so tickled my Ear;